THE SAINTS5  MAYING
SINCE green earth is awake Let us now pastime take, Not serving wantonness Too well, nor niggardness, Which monks of men would make*
But clothed like earth in green, With jocund hearts and clean, We will take hands and go Singing where quietly blow The flowers of Spring's demesne.
The cuckoo haileth loud The open sky ; no cloud Doth fleck the earth's blue tent; The land laughs, well content To put off winter shroud*
Now, since 'tis Easter Day, All Christians may have play ; The young Saints, all agaze For Christ in Heaven's maze, May laugh who wont to pray. 169